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stand up against men with whom he wished to be on intimate terms* I remember having said: "Oh, if Colonel House had only stood firm while you were away none of this would have to be done over. I think he is a perfect jellyfish." To which Mr. Wilson had replied: "Well, God made jellyfish, so, as Shakespeare said about a man, therefore let him pass, and don't be too hard on House. It takes a pretty stiff spinal column to stand against the elements centred here."
Nevertheless, the conversation of the afternoon when he fled from my drawing-room proved to be my last with Colonel House. He did not come to our house again except for business meetings at which others were present; and on these occasions I did not see him. Some time later when I was recovering from an infected foot Colonel House sent me a cluster of my favourite orchids. As was our custom I thanked him by telephone instead of writing a note. That communication was our last word by mouth.
As I have said before, Sunday was the one possibly free day. So, on Sunday, March 23rd, the President suddenly decided to make another trip to the devastated regions.
We left by motor at 8 a.m., taking the Paris-Soissons road and pausing at Soissons where the magnificent Cathedral had been shattered almost as badly as the one at Rheims. Then on to the original emplacement of the "Big Bertha", in the forest near Crepy-en-Laonnais, from which the Germans had shelled Paris exactly one year before to the day. We saw where the rush of flame from the muzzle had withered the trees and killed vegetation in front of the monster cannon's position. There was a huge concrete base on which the gun had rested, and leading up to it a narrow-gauge railway to carry ammunition. To show the very clever camouflage, this railway led through a dense wood where the trees had been cut only in its course. Between the cross ties, metal receptacles had been sunk where the cut trees were placed except when the ammunition trains were in motion.